ACT THREE
MARTIRIO [angrily]: Come, off to bed with you.
[She pushes her.]
MAR! A JOSEF A: Yes, but then you'll open the door for me, won't
you?
MARTIRIO: Of course.
MARfAjosEFA [weeping]:
Little lamb, child of mine.
Let's go to the shore of the sea,
The tiny ant will be at his doorway,
I'll nurse you and give you your bread.
[MARTIRIO locks the door through which MAR!A JOSEFA came out
and goes to the yard door. There she hesitates9 but goes two steps
farther.]
MARTIRIO [in a low voice]: Adela!
[Pause. She advances to the door. Then, calling]
Adela!
[AD EL A enters. Her hair is disarranged.]
ADELA: And what are you looking for me for?
MARTIRIO: Keep away from him..
ADELA: Who are you to tell me that?
MARTIRIO: That's no place for a decent woman.
ADELA: How you wish youd been there!
MARTIRIO [shouting]: This is the moment for me to speak This can't
go on.
ADELA: This is just the beginning. I've had strength enough to push
myself forward - the spirit and looks you lack, I've seen death
under this roof, and gone out to look for what was mine, what
belonged to me.
MARTIRIO: That soulless man came for another woman. You pushed
yourself in front of him.
ADELA: He came for the money, but his eyes were always on me.
MARTIRIO: I won't allow you to snatch him away. He*ll marry
Angustias.
ADELA: You know better than I he doesn't love Her.
MARTIRIO: I know.
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